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He acted quickly—so must you 


For $1.50 we will send you the 
five volumes shown below— 
enough for your Summer reading. 





The Three Guardsmen Count of Monte Cristo 
Twenty Years After Edmund Dantes 
The Memoirs of a Physician 


By Alexander Dumas 


Dumas had a master mind, he could think inter- 
esting thoughts and he had the ability to write 
them in an entertaining way. 


Just the stories for your vacation or to give to 
someone to take away. But you must send at 
once as the supply is very limited. 


These books are substantially bound in light blue 
cloth, stamped in gold. They are printed in good 
clear, readable type, on good book paper and after 
these are sold you will not have another chance to 
get a set for anything near this price. 


Sent postpaid on receipt of $1.50. You can’t 
duplicate this offer for less than $3.50 and we 
are making this special price to our readers only. 


| Send the attached 
————ae coupon 
today or you may be 
too late. 








COUPON 


SUE -JUDGE CO. 
5 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


“eer you will find $1.50. for which send me 
Alexander Dumas’ Works, in hve volumes. It is 
understood that if after two days’ examination, | 
decide that these books are not worth $1.50, | may 
return them at your expense and you will refund 
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Readers of JUDGE who enjoy the 
humorous side should not fail to 
read that real, serious story 
everyday life— 


“For the Sake of 
Her Soul” 


By Reginald Wright Kauffman 


Author of “Running Sands,” “The 
House of Bondage,”’ etc. 


Now running in Leslie’s Weekly. 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
WasmincTon Rs PRESENTATIVE : 








It is a story of a girl—just the kind 
of girl your mother was, your wife 
was, your sister or sweetheart is 
—she was tempted and tried se 
verely—but she overcame her trials 
by her own “‘will to be g i 





The story is interesting because it 
contains the truth. It is well 
written — Mr. Kauffman knows 
what to say and says it in an inter- 
esting way. The serial began in 
LESLIE’S WEEKLY June 26th 
a and will run for ten consecutive 


LESLIE'S WEEKLY .; 


Send $1.00 now for these 
225 Fifth Avenue New York 


ten issues. 


Illustration for the third instalment of 


“For the Sake of Her Soul.” 
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STOVEP IPE 





A DAY IN THE COUNTRY 
** This is just like grass, ain’t it ?’ 
“It is grass, you silly !’’ 
** No, it ain’t, ’cos you don’t have to kcep off it.” 








| “Are you a fricnd of the bride ?’’ ° 
THER: ARE NO BOYS IN THE FAMILY “No; I’m the bridegroom.” 


















Modest Worth 


IF JUDGE had not been modest almost 
beyond comprehension, its readers 
would have been 
saluted weekly for 
months with some 
of the sayings 
about it by a great 
many persons 
among the hun- 
dreds of thousands 
who peruse it with 
continuous joy. 

Compliments 
come so thick and 
fast, however, that some safety valve 
must be opened, or no one may tell what 
might happen. The most modest woman 
in the world experiences at least a secret 
joy in being told that she is beautiful, and 
there is no man on earth who will sidetrack 
a compliment that is headed directly to- 
ward him or seek the arrest of the person 
responsible for putting it in motion. 

JupGe has gone on for a year or more 
with definite notions as to just what a 
humorous and satirical magazine should 
be. It has by no‘means fulfilled those no- 
tions to its own satisfaction, and prob- 
ably will never be able to do so. This is 
an imperfect and fallible world at best. 
But that JupGe is on its way seems quite 
apparent from the good words that come 
to it from many sources. 

Beyond this, JupGE’s steady and rapid 
increase in sale and circulation is a more 
tangible testimony to its merit and de- 
serving than mere compliments could be. 
JupDGE publishes weekly 120,000 or more 
copies. This means at least one million 
readers a week, including the rich and 
the well-to-do, while others who pos- 
sibly are unable to buy it must needs 
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have it, even if they borrow or steal it. 
And among its readers are those of all 


ages, from youth, which it makes the hap- 


pier, to extreme age, which finds in ita 
thousand reasons for living indefinitely. 

**We wish to congratulate you heartily 
upon the great improvement in the ap- 
pearance and contents of JupGe,’’ says 
one New York man. His is not the 
editorial ‘‘we.’’ He speaks for himself 
and his family, and goes into detail as to 
the things in JupGe that inspire his let- 
ter. ‘‘What pleases us most,’’ he adds, 
after specifying certain features in JUDGE 
that have won popularity, ‘‘is the fact 
that you really have originality. When 
it comes to getting something new in 
humor, few papers seem to be able to 
make good.’’ 

*‘JupDGE is improving in every way,’’ 
writes a woman reader in New Jersey, 
‘and is far ahead of its contemporaries 
in my estimation. The pictures are won- 
derfully amusing, and the satire and jests 
will please all intelligent persons.’’ 

These are but examples of letters re- 
ceived constantly by the editor. One in 
which a particular pride may be taken 
came to hand the other day from no less 
a connoisseur than George Matthew Ad- 
ams, president of the Adams Newspaper 
Service and publisher of various humor- 
ous works by well-known authors, among 
them ‘‘Uncle’’ Walt Mason. ‘‘I have 
been watching JupGE with considerable 
interest during the past year,’’ writes 
Mr. Adams, ‘‘and I want to commend you 
for the original ideas put into your maga- 
zine. I consider it the best humorous 
publication in the world. It has a good, 
clean, popular touch about its stuff, and 
a human strain that most of these other 
fellows miss out on runs through it.’’ 

And here modesty again intervenes. 
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Cheer Up! 


CH EER UP! Thesetimes are no worse 
than any other times. 

As to morality, probably these times 
are better than all other times in history, 
The human race never before has been go 
well fed, so well clothed and so well edu- 
cated and cared for. Even those who are 
still looked upon as heathen persons have 
at least an inkling of civilization, and 
some of them wear stove-pipe hats. It 
matters not that the stove-pipe hats have 
been discarded by the rapid followers of 
fashion on Fifth Avenue, in Piccadilly 
and European thoroughfares of the modes. 

At regular intervals there is a great 
to-do about the vanity and shamelessness 
of women. Moses and the prophets, and 
even the wise ones before their days, 
lifted up their voices to this effect. And 
many of the patriarchs were so pessi- 
mistic as to the weaker sex that they 
took—each to himself—-wives in great 
number—sometimes running into the hun- 
dreds, in a search for perfect women. 
The tube skirt, the slits therein, peekaboo 
waists and garments so diaphanous that 
they bring blushes to the moral counte- 
nances of male observers are some of the 
things upon which present-day impeach- 
ment of the lovely sex is based. 

But women always have been so, or 
more so. A learned Orientalist has just 
analyzed the dried remains of the con- 
tents of ‘‘tear bottles’’ carried by women 
a thousand years or more before the 
Christian era, and finds that these devices 
were really receptacles for rouge, pow- 
ders, paints and cold creams. The huz- 
zies in public put on long faces and pre- 
tended to weep into these bottles, while 
really they were touching up their complex- 
ions with the artistic materials at hand. 
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Daughter—Three cheers, everybody! 
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BILL BUNDY set the ‘‘bush”’ on fire, 

so wondrous was his play, and mes- 
sages by mail and wire came to him every 
day. The big-league scouts camped on 
his trail, each with a mighty spiel and 
promises of fame and kale if he would 
sign and seal. A check for fifteen thou- 
sand plunks was made to turn the trick, 
and, as Bill Bundy packed his trunks, the 
beaten scouts looked sick. And those 
who saw the lad in games with no-account 
colleagues predicted he would change the 
names of stars in the big leagues. 

While playing in the bushes, Bill the 
umps would josh and pan; and they, 
awed by his wondrous skill, him were 
afraid to can. Besides, he’d rather scrap 
than eat and had chased out a few, and 
minor umps are too discreet to lose their 
mutton stew. In any field Bill was a 
scream; at short he was an ace, at 
catching he was just a dream, a bear on 
any base. When going up to bat he 
struck each pitcher with despair. He 
swung four bats—three were for luck— 
and he could hit for fair. 

With such a reputation Bill was called 
the season’s find, and he could hardly wait 











HIP, HIP, HURRAH! 


I've just seen the piano tuner go into the house next door ! 


Bush 


until the bush he’d left behind. He now 
was with a team of champs, with fancy 
grub to eat, and it was thought in rival 
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IN THE | | 

SPOT-LIGHT | 
** For goodness sake, Albert, wake up and move 
over! You ’re crowding me out of the picture !’’ 


and Back 


camps he’d help them to repeat. ‘‘The 
Great Bill Bundy’’ was his name on every 
fanning tongue, and everywhere they 
knew the game his praises loud were 
sung. And this before he’d caught a 
ball or swung his lusty bat where big- 
league umpires have the call and mag- 
nates take on fat. 

Bill was kept on the bench until his 
heart it almost broke, though practicing 
he mauled the pill and filled all fields 
with ‘‘smoke.’’ But fortune favored him 
one day. The shortstop broke a thumb, 
and Bill went in his field to play and 
looked no longer glum. He threw and 
fielded like a star, and truly got in fat, 
but seemed to get an awful jar when he 
marched up to bat. The umpire simply 
called a strike, but Bill gave him a 
wrench and yelled and swore before he’d 
hike back to the blooming bench. 

And thus it was from time to time 
when Bill was let to play. With um- 
pires he would never chime and always 
stood at bay. Nocards or teacup need 
one scan Bill’s fortune to forecast, for to 
the bushes back he ran; and he’ll not be 
the last. —J. A. Waldron. 





‘THE LION AND THE MOUSE’ 








The fair animal trainer is quite at ease in a cage of snarling beasts, 
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Taking No Chances 


««POPSY, dear, I might win a rich hus- 
band if you let me go to the sea- 
shore this summer.”’ 

‘*But, my daughter, you have been go- 
ing toadifferent place each year. Re- 
member, a rolling stone gathers no moss.’”’ 

*‘I know, popsy; but this time I am 
going to a place where I will be the only 
pebble on the beach.’’ 


Choosing the Place 


To wade through pamphlets without end 
Is now his occupation, 

While searching for the place to spend 
His two weeks of vacation. 


An Itl-timed Query 


‘*Ravenyelp doesn’t call on that Rox- 
more girl any more.’’ 
**How did they happen to fall out?’’ 
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‘*The last time he 
went to see her, he 
asked her if she had 
the cartoon-collect- 
ing mania.’’ 

‘“‘Where was the 
wrong in that?’’ 

**He didn’t intend 
any, but he happened 
to be looking at the 
family photograph 
album at the time.’’ 


Certainly Had 


Hewitt — Opportu- 
nity knocks once at 
every man’s door. 

Jewett—And it 
ought to have enough 
sense to ring the 
bell. 


Farmer 














Capitalizing Chloe 
WROTE a sonnet to her eyes; 
I called them ‘‘wells of sweet gur- 
prise.’’ 
I said they were the bluest eyes, 
The bluest and the truest eyes 
That ever maid possessed. 
I said—but what’s the use? You know 
The sort of rot I wrote, and so 
I needn’t quote the rest. 
Suffice to state some editor 
Accepted—yes, and paid me for 
That rhyme of rhapsodies. 
And so I went with right good-will 
And settled up the grocer’s bill 
With ‘‘Chloe’s Eyes.’’ 


I wrote a ballad to her mouth; 
I called it ‘‘flower of the south.’’ 
I said it was the dearest mouth, 
The dearest and sincerest mouth 
That ever shaped a smile. 
I said, in Love’s complete eclipse, 
I longed to plunge her perfect lips, 
And raved along this style. 
(I had to stretch her mouth until 
The stanzas matched the milkman’s bill, 
Who threatened bovine drouth. ) ‘ 
No sooner was it published than 
I reimbursed the dairyman 
Through ‘*Chloe’s Mouth.’’ 


Oh, Chloe is a wondrous maid! 
The baker and the cook were paid 
From proceeds of the fairest brow, 
The fairest and the rarest brow 
That ever graced a girl. 
The butcher bandit got a check 
I minted from her snowy neck, 
Augmented by a curl. 
I paid the iceman with her arm 
And tipped a waiter with a charm 
That phrased a rhythmic line. 
Ah, Chloe’s all the world to me! 
More of a mine she could not be 
If she were mine Ella Bentley Arthur. 
From the stone age to the iron age is a 
long cry, but the gar-age is more talked of. 
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LETS HIM OUT 
larmer—Say, can't you read ? Boy— Sure. 


Well, do ye see that sign? oy—Yep, but I can’t swim. 





























Owner—Well, the only thing to do is to get it to the nearest garage as soon as possible. 
Passenger Jriend—Wouldn't it be easier to bring a garage here ? 


Perfecting the Weather 


[? IS now proposed that we establish 
weather observatories near the North 
and South Poles. The idea is that the 
observers there can 
eX send by wireless the 
Bad | \ daily data as to winds 
I and other things, and 
ee from this more accu- 
rate predictions may 
be formulated. 
Having established 
these polar observato- 


| 








ries, we may expect a few words of cheer 
along in July and August; but, aside from 
them, we cannot anticipate much. 

Once they get to working the weather, 
men will probably tell us that we will 
have to set up an observatory on the 
moon, so that the interplanetary waves 
can be charted. 

Meantime, the weather will go right 
ahead weathering in the way it has fol- 
lowed since Adam went out without his 
overcoat just after the fall. 


Aye, money talks, as you can see; 
I heard it on the fly. 

The only thing it said to me 

Was simply, ‘‘Sir, good-by!”’ 


The Man with the Conundrum 


‘ ‘A RATHER neat little idea has just 

occurred to me,’’ says the man with 

the serrated whiskers and the dilatory 

ears, sidling up to the desk of the pale 

hireling with the spluttery fountain pen. 

‘Yes, yes! Go on! You interest me 
strangely,’’ growls the pale hireling. 

“*It is in the nature of a conundrum, so 
to speak.’’ 

‘*So to ask, you mean,’’ humphs the 
other. 

‘‘Er—well, yes, perhaps. It is this: 
What is the difference between a small 
steel tool with a claw on the end and a 
crooked politician who extorts money 
from law-breakers because of his influ- 
ence with the powers that be?’’ 

‘Allright. Just to make conversation, 
what is the difference?”’ 

**One pulls the tacks and the other 
taxes the pull.”’ 

And the man with the serrated whisk- 
ers glides joyfully from the room, while 
the pale hireling splutters ink all over 
himself as he jabs fiercely at the desk 
with his fountain pen. 





Wits are sometimes sharpened on dull 
minds. 
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A STUDY IN BLACK AND WHITE 











Smith Surprised 


OON after entering his office, the 
manufacturer rang the bell under his 
desk, and Smith, the in- 
dustrious one, stepped 
into the office. 
**Smith,’’ said the 
manufacturer in his 
gravest tone, as he re- 
moved his glasses, ‘‘I 
have been observing your industry for 
the past few months. Your ability for 
work has astounded me; no detail seems 
too small for you, and you are as honest 
as the day is long. No task seems too 
great for you to handle. You are the 
first to arrive in the morning and the last 
to pass out of the door in the evening’’—— 
**Yes, sir, yes, sir,’’ replied the indus- 
trious one, visions of a fat increase in his 
weekly stipend passing before him. ‘‘I 
have always tried my best.’”’ 
‘**Therefore,’’ continued his employer, 
**I want you to clear out of this concern 
at the end of this week, and clear out for 
good. It’s just men of your stamp who 
worm out all the business secrets of a 
concern, and then go and obtain employ- 
ment with a rival show around the cor- 
ner. So beat it, and beat it fast.’’ 


Adjustable 


The summer girl knows how to drape, 
And here and there she'll pin it; 
But her bathing suit has little shape 

Until her shape gets in it. 





Proper Self-poise 
[* REQUIRES a great 
deal in the way of ex- 
citement to deprive the 
true Bostonian of his 
self-poise and a proper 
regard for the proprieties 
of life. This was illus- 
trated when a middle- 
aged and quite correctly 
clad Bostonian got in the 
way of a runaway pair of 
horses. He was knocked 
down, dragged fifty feet 
in the mud, banged 
against an ash can, which 
upset and covered him 
with ashes. His nose 
was bleeding and three 
front teeth were missing 
when two policemen lift- 
ed him to his feet. Nev- 
ertheless, his first words 
following a bloody smile 
were, 
‘*Pleasant day, isn’t it, 
gentlemen?’’ 


Revenge 

**Hello, Jack! How are 
you and Nan gettingon?”’ 

‘*She playéd me a mean 
trick, and I quit her.’’ 

‘*How’s that?”’ 

‘*She married another 
fellow.’’ 
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SHE BELIEVES 





IN LEAP-YEAR 


Edward —What's so rare as a day in June? 


Minnie—I should say a day in February. 
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GETTING INTO DEEP WATER 


Stew versus Roast 


’"M GLAD I married Jim instead 
Of John—though Johnny’s got the 
coin. 
When me and John went.out, we fed 
Like swells—along the Tenderloin, 


On chicken, roast, chops, steak or squab, 
With frosty bottles on the side; 

But eatin’ now’s a sort of job— 
I guess I’ve kinder lost my stride. 


For poor old Jimmy leads me to 
A side-street, paper-napkin dump, 
Where soupy smells of mutton stew 
Remind me I’m an awful chump. 


We pick our teeth, and Jim’ll say, 
*“Old girl, come on! You’re lookin’ 
glum. 
Let’s float along the Great White Way 
And get some beers—that’s goin’ 
some !”’ 
And when we pass the good hotels, 
Take it from me, I never stop; 
Them crispy, roasty, toasty smells 
Give me the solar-plexus flop. 


It’s Johnny’s world! I fill my chest 
And dream of pocketbooks and him— 
But, say, I bet you never guessed 
I’d rather smell the stew with Jim. 


—Jane Burr. 
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If the craze for cabaret dancing continues, why not break in the waiters and the waitresses ? 


Who's 


ANIELS, JOSEPHUS—Managing ed- 
itor of United States navy in Cabi- 

net of President Wilson. Launched upon 
the troubled seas of 
life in early infancy 
at Washington, N. 
C., May 18th, 1862. 
Has wielded a trench- 
ant pen from the 
first, writing his first 
words with his fin- 
ger, which he dipped 
into a blacking box, 
on his nurse’s pina- 
fore, at the age of 
four days: ‘‘We look with alarm upon 
the reactionary efforts of the old fogies 
of the hour to substitute the words ‘lab- 
bord’ and ‘stabbord’ for ‘gee’ and ‘haw’ 
on the farm, just as we should look with 
equal disfavor upon any attempt on the 
part of the same parties to substitute the 
words ‘gee’ and ‘haw’ for ‘labbord’ and 
‘stabbord’ on board a man-o’-war.’’ This 
shows at what an early age he first mani- 
fested that quality of intelligent interest 
in two widely diversified branches of the 
public service which caused the President 
so much embarrassment later, when it 
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came to deciding whether to place him at 
the head of the Navy Department or in 
charge of that of Agriculture. 

Showed marked inclination toward jour- 
nalism and naval affairs as a school boy, 
combining the two interests by making 
paper boats and admiral’s cocked hats out 
of old newspapers wherever and when- 
ever opportunity offered. Became marine 
editor of Raleigh News and Observer, 
and, seizing the tide at that ebb which 
leads on to fortune, was carried along on 
the wave of success and was 
ultimately washed into the 
editorship itself. Has acted 
on many occasions as pilot of 
the Ship of Democracy, and 
is said to have been confiden- 
tial adviser of Admiral Bryan 
more than once when that 
gentleman found himself 
hopelessly at sea and over his 
head in the maelstrom of pol- 
ities, standing nobly by even 
when his chief lay stranded 
on the shores of defeat, 
calmly confident of the ul- 
timate salvage. The eloquence 
of his pen and the broadness 


By HORACE DODD GASTIT 






erywhere 


of his view are such that there are thou- 
sands of his contemporaries who affection- 
ately refer to him as the man who put 
the ‘‘con’’ in conning tower. His devotion 
to naval matters has made him an expert 
sailor from the ground up, and his inti- 
mate knowledge on sight of the subtle 
peculiarities of every kind of wind that 
blows, taken together with an unusually 
penetrating weather-eye, which he never 
closes, inspires great confidence in his 
efficiency as managing editor of the Navy 
Department. 

His democracy is abso- 
lutely pure, and extends 
even to an utter detesta- 
tion of silk hats, the one 


THEY SPENT A DAY AT A WATERING PLACE 


he wore in accordance with the require- 
ments of custom on inauguration day hav- 
ing been assigned the day after to the ig- 
noble office of acting 
waste basket, to hold 
letters from shore ad- 
mirals asking not to be 
sent tosea. Has radical 
ideas in respect to the 
duties of sailors, one of 
which is that these 
gentlemen should have 
at least a rudimentary 
knowledge of the habits 
of oceans, great lakes 
and navigable rivers, and should be able 
at sight to tell between a drug store win- 
dow and the tail endof a tugboat at night. 
As an economist is a strong believer ina 
big navy, not necessarily as an engine of 
war, but for the purpose of keeping the 
personnel busy and compelling the long 
list of rear-admirals to move to the front 
occasionally and earn theirsalaries. Isa 
man of rare and genial presence, and, 
like the original Josephus, incorruptible 
by the lure of the sirens of wealth or 
personal expediency. Address, Admiral 
Joe, At the Sign of the Slouch Hat, Pier 
A No. 1, Navy Department, Washington. 


Proved It 


MES. BROWN arrived late at the regu- 

lar meeting of her card club, and 
appeared quite flustered, unlike her usual 
calm, well-poised self. Upon being asked 
the cause of her apparent perturbation, 





@ 
4 
= 
— 
I 





EXTENUATING CIRCUMSTANCES 


Mrs. Blank—I think those pictures are just awful ! 
Mr. Blank—But you must recollect thet they ‘re all 


done by hand 
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A DREAM 





OF BLISS 


** Oh, Billy! if it wuz only pink sody water !’’ 


she explained that, while waiting for the 
street car, she had been greatly annoyed 
by astrange man, who insisted upon talk- 
ing to her. 

**What did you do?’’ inquired her sym- 
pathizing friends. 

**Well, to show him I was a lady, I 
slapped his face!’’ 


His Yearn 


‘*Well, Claude,’ inquired the county 
clerk, addressing a young negro who had 
percolated into the office and stood nerv- 
ously jiggering his hat in both hands, 
‘‘what can I do for you?”’ 

**W’y—w’y, sah, I wants— 
dat is, if yo’ ’scusably please, 
sah—wants to git a—a license 
to practice mat’imony, sah.”’ 


Giving Life its Flavor 
The salt of the earth. 
Sweet dispositions. 
Bitter experience. 
Sour tempers. 
Peppery people. 
Spicy stories. 
Honeyed words. 
Little pickles. 

Sage counsel. 
Mint juleps. 
Gingery comments. 


Gladys- 





The Fan 


H® said the umpire was a thief, 
And heaped abuse upon his name. 
What is the cause of all his grief? 
His home team lost a game. 


To-day he says the ‘‘ump”’ is great— 
The very best beneath the sun. 
Why such a sudden change of state? 
To-day his home team won! 
—eorge B. Staff. 


Another Angle 
**Does the count intend to contest his 
wife’s suit for divorce?’’ 
**No; but his creditors do.’’ 








TALKING BEHIND HER BACK 
When Jack proposed yesterday he said he was will- 


ing to die for me. 
Muriel—What did you iell him ? 
Gladys—To consider himself a dead one. 
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Almost Europe 


[F YOUR soul is a bit temperamental 
And you pine for a tour continental, 
Come along, 
Get a flat 
On the upper East Side for a song— 
Think of that! 


Where Pavlowa can wash up your dishes: 
Donizetti supply you with fishes; 
Manuel 
Run the steam, 
By the side of his wife, Jezebel— 
What a team! 


Be-a-tri-che will serve you with custard, 
And Rebecca supply you with mustard. 
Atmosphere? 
Come along 
To the East Side of town. 
For a song. 


It is here 


—Jane Burr. 


Frequenters of the great white way have 
no balance in affairs of weight. 





Oh, hang it, Mary, I forgot the bait! 





IDEA 


Do you suppose the fish would notice the difference if you were to use spaghetti ? 


She Didn’t Mind 
‘ ‘CF COURSE you are paying for my 


A BRIGHT 


Mary 


Dutch Courage 


«ee XCUSE me, old man,”’ says the in- 

timate friend, ‘‘but, really, you 
ought not to take on so many cocktails 
just before going home to dinner.’’ 

‘‘It isn’t that I like th’ thingsh,’’ al- 
most weeps the gentleman addressed, in 
a moment of semi-maudlin confidence. 
‘‘I don’t care for zhem, but I got to get 
up shome short 0’ courage to be able to 
ack unconsherned in th’ preshenshe 0’ m’ 
wife’sh new butler.”’ 


Freshies 


‘*Ah!"’ says the visitor in the college 
town, noticing the long file of young 
men parading about the campus. ‘‘Some 
raw recruits?’’ 

‘‘Yes and no,’’ explains the resident. 
‘“‘They’re what you might call rah-rah 
recruits.’’ 





time,’’ said the pretty stenogra- 

pher, ‘‘and if you want to waste it’’—— 

‘“‘I do,’ promptly declared her em- 
ployer, and kept on waisting it. 


Mendacity 
I can stand for the man with the personal 
hobby, 
And live through the ravings of those 
who have fads; 
But my temper is short and inclined to 
be knobby 
With the person who says that he never 
reads ads. 


When Harmony Is Possible 


So long as the conversation steers away 
from tariffs and agriculture and pork 
barrels and such-like topics, Democratic 
harmony in Congress seems assured. 








Why Things Are Slow at Newport 
This Season 


HE LATEST and newest fad among 

society people at Newport is taking 

a pig out riding in the automobile, in- 
stead of a lapdog. 

This is going to hold things back at 
Newport. We wish it distinctly under- 
stood that we do not favor this new 
fashion. Newport cannot count on our 
support. 

If anybody should invite us to spend a 
week-end in Newport this summer, we 
shall have to hurt somebody’s feelings by 
not complying with the latest fashion. It 
makes no difference how well brought up 
the pig is, what its parentage may be, or 
how blue its blood may be, we feel that 
it will never have a very warm place in 
our heart. There are always 


pee. 





e By HOMER CROY 


foot over a limb and looked down at her 
in hurt surprise. But she did not stop to 
interpret the look in our eyes and kept 
walking around and around the tree, 
mumbling under her breath. 

All afternoon she stayed beneath that 
tree, while we remained on that limb. 
We got a good chance to study her pro- 
file. We spoke to the mother pig, asking 
her like a gentleman to retire; but her 
finer feelings were gone. Often she stood 
upon her hind feet, with her fore feet 
against the tree, trying to reach us; but 
she could not comfort us. 

Finally, through the gloaming, came 
the owner and looked at us in surprise. 
He threw the mother pig some corn, 
which she began to eat with a loud rel- 
ish. The manners she set for her off- 
spring were not all that acultivated mind 
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Strange Doings, What? 


MAN in Jersey City is suing a con- 
cern because it is using his face asa 
bologna advertisement. Probably a mem- 
ber of the firm came across the Jersey 
City man and said, ‘‘We must use this 
man’s face—-I never saw such a face!”’ 
That’s a pretty poor pun, isn’tit? Yes, 
we had to butcher the King’s English to 
make it. 
Forgive us this one time, 
never, never do so again, 





and we’ll 


Random Notions 


The latest fad among the women of 
Paris is to carry their own spoons when 
they go to an afternoon tea. We trust 
that the women, on leaving the tea shop, 
won’t wipe the spoons under their arms, 
Real ladies would never be guilty 
of that. A real lady would lightly 





chords in our ‘heart that a pig can- 
not touch. We don’t doubt that a 
pig with a pink ribbon around its 
throat and its nose sticking out of a 
blue-tinted bag looks cute, but, 
still, we will never pine away for a 
pig to take out in our auto.* This 
is all because of something that 
happened to us when we were 
younger. 

One day we slipped out into the 





cleanse the spoon on her underskirt 
and replace the utensil in her bag. 
By watching Paris women ata fash- 
ionable tea, you can soon tell which 
are the real ladies and which are 
only social climbers. 


An Englishman said the other day, 
on the street in Chicago, that the 
Irish were no good and would never 











lot, where a large, rotund mother 
pig lay dozing in the bosom of her 
family. We picked up one of her 
offspring by the tail, as some one had told 
us that if you pigked up a pig by its tail 
it would sound no tocsin of warning. 
This is a falsehood. This offspring had 
a particularly good tocsin and turned it on 
full blast. With that, the mother pig 
leaped to her feet and made atus. We 
started on. The mother pig accelerated 
her speed, and we did also. Our acceler- 
ator was in good working order. The 
mother pig took a nip out of our calf. 
We did not stop to reprove her—we kept 
on accelerating. 

We made for a tree and started up it. 
The mother pig struck at us and got a 
large dorsal tooth caught in the seat of 
our trousers. We kept righton. Again 
she struck at us, and again she got her 
teeth tangled in our trousers. We kept 
right on toward the top. We got one 


* In confidence: Wereally haven't any auto; but 


we like to throw out our chest once in a while. 





“THE NEWEST FAD IS TAKING A PIG OUT RIDING 


could desire. The owner asked why we 
were so bent on sticking to thatlimb. We 
explained that bent wasn’t any name for 
it; we had no desire to become sustenance 
for the mother pig—especially when she 
had such bad table manners. 

The owner helped us down and led us 
away without one vain regret. We could 
see no beauty in the domestic scene be- 
fore us. From that day on, none of the 
swine family has had any attraction for 
us. We will have to disappoint New- 
port. It will have to get along the best 
way it can without us—we flatly refuse 
to bow to this new foible of fashion. 





They’ve passed a law in Clayton, Mo., 
a suburb of St. Louis, imposing a fine for 
swearingonthestreets. The fine is from 
$1 to $100. If anybody has to go to jail 
because he can’t pay up, our sympathy is 
with him—we’ve been in Clayton. 





have home rule in Ireland. He is 
still on a diet of mutton broth, but 
the head physician says that he 
will be able to go out in a wheel chair in 
a couple of weeks. 


A genius has invented an alarm clock 
that sounds like ripping cloth. No doubt, 
on hearing it, a person just tears out. 

We could have said, ‘* Well, anyway, it 
should make a ripping good alarm’’; but 
that would have been cheap and tawdry. 
There is nothing worse than a pun that 
goes flat. 

Yes, a pun should always be pungent. 


Now that women are going to have 
pistol pockets on their hips, a lot of peo- 
ple are worrying that some of the suffra- 
gettes will take to gun packing. But we 
think there is a mistake of one letter. 
Our bet is that they are more apt to take 
to gum packing. 

Or, again, speaking in military terms, 
powder puffs. 
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FOR THE PURPOSE OF AN ALIBI 





























“Boohoo! If you're goin’ to blame me fer everything ‘at happens, what's th’ use o’ keepin’ a cat ?” 


M oderation 


ADIFFERENT language, so they say, 
will make a different man. 

The sailor lives in sweet accord with 
this elastic plan. 

One wife in every foreign land still 
leaves him conscience-free, 

For changing language changes self— 
each time he puts to sea! 

So do not blame the sailor lad because 
he’s not as you, 


Vicwpoints 
Mrs. Gramercy—When I married you, 
I thought you’d sown your wild oats. 
Gramercy—With all your money, my 
dear, it would have been a shame not to 
start another crop. 


Riches often take wings when they are 
invested in flying machines. 


Frequently the Way 
H” started out to s-peculate, 
But, as his cash supply grew less, 


In order to keep up the gait, 
He found he had to drop the ‘‘s.’’ 


Her Blame 


Mrs. Crabshaw—Why didn’t you tell 
me before I married you that you were 
never home before midnight? 





But praise him if, in every pf 
port, he doesn’t wed with NA 
two! —Kew Cammack. ’ 


The Lost Classics 


Teacher—What can you say 
of Damon and Pythias? 

Pupil—I only pay attention 
to those in the big league. 


Restricted Talent 


Clown—De Bolieux is a won- 
derful juggler, isn’t he? 
Acrobat—Yes; but I called 
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Crabshaw—I\I thought you 
knew it, my dear. I used to 
be around to your place as late 
as that nearly every night. 


The Rich Girl 


No more a bluff will guarantee, 
The game is hard to beat; 
For now her pa will ask to see 

Your income-tax receipt. 


Proof Positive 


Crawford—Do you believe 
that a mule really kicks as 








on him at his flat when he was 
keeping bachelor’s hall last 
winter, and he couldn’t flop a 
griddle cake to save his life. 


NOWADAYS 


Mr. Puffy—Where can I find the book, ‘‘ Man, Ruler of the World ?’’ 
Suffragette Librarian—lIn the fiction department. 


much as they say? 

Crabshaw — Well, I notice 
that they never hitch one up to 
a dynamite wagon. 











s. STE arr st: 
PAT GOTROXS BALL (© 
HAROLD OUTSHINES 


HIS RIVAL PERCY, 
IN HIS ATTENTIONS 


TO MISS GOTROX 











JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURES 














PERCY ORDERS 
THE ROSES. 
AND THIS TIME 
HAROLD DOES 
THE BRIBING 


AND THEN 
HAROLD WINS 
FAVOR. WITH 
PERCYS ROSES 








1 DISCOVERED! F 
>) HAROLD OVERHEARS 
PERCY'S PROMISE 


4 TO SEND ROSES 


THE NEXT DAY, 
AND PLANS 


SWEET REVENGE. 


























































































































The Course of True Love, in which everything is considered fair. 


Too Much Competition 


«« HANG it!’’ mutters the enraptured 

youth, ‘‘What chance have I to 
get her alone? She has to go to the au- 
to show, the food show, the flower show, 
the dog show, the millinery show, the 
land show and— Oh, well, there’s no show 
for me!’’ 





Unwedded 


Teacher (in grammar class)—What is 
a singular pronoun, Johnny? 
Johnny—One that isn’t married yet. 


While there are laws against artificial 
coloring for foodstuffs, it is an open sea- 
son for artificially colored complexions. 





His Duty 


Policeman (loquiter)—I seen my duty 
an’ I done it. I says to the captain, 
‘“‘There’s a guy runnin’ a tough joint 
down the street.’’ The captain says to 
me, ‘‘Go pull’’—an’ I starts to go—‘‘his 
leg,’’ says the captain. So I seen my 
duty an’ I done it. 
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Curbside Comments 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
with Bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 
And I, a watcher on the curb, look out for weal or woe, 
And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 


Pint-cup Politics 

ADAM MARIA VERONE, a French 
lawyer, has suggested, as some 
deep-browed souls before her, .that we 
have not woman suffrage, but ‘‘mother 
suffrage’’—that the vote resolve itself 
into a civic trading stamp given for 
maternity. All hail to the Veronean 
idea! At one fell swoop it would bar 
from the ballot box thousands, aye, mil- 
lions of the unsexed creatures who choose 
to become wage-earners rather than to 
remain ladylike starvers. And what 
a boon it would be to the State, ad- 


HE MODERN WOMAN 


Cards 
VOTES - FOR - WOMEN playing cards 
may now be obtained by the un- 
righteous at any emporium where the 
vote vandals preside. Thus do women 
ally themselves with baseness. For will 
not enormous revenues now come from 
the gambling element, who will in a body 
desert the anti side and rush to the suf- 
frage precincts, lured by the yellow 
beauty of kings and jacks? 
a) 
Little drops of prejudice, 
Little grains of fear, 
Make old fogies everywhere 
And our antis dear. 


Suffragette Snapshots 
By IDA HWSTED HARPER 
OME awful things are promised in the 
season’s stylesfor man. They are to 
be more expensive, which will require him 
to owe his tailor more than ever. Even- 
ing trousers are to be very loose, and $15 
shoes are to replace pumps, so that the 
creature can perpetrate the tango and 
turkey trot without accident. For the 
rest of the day the clothes are to be very 
tight, so as to show the natural form, 
and this is where the long-suffering pub- 
lic will start a suffragette movement. 


The San Francisco building inspector 
says that now he can say to the 





mitting to its privileges and coun- 
cils only the cream of womanhood. 
For it is a gratifying fact that Mrs. 
Smith or Mrs. Jones, after present- 
ing the community with specimens 
of posterity without regard to the 
latter’s quality or training, are lift- 
ed high into the realms of wisdom 
and worth. How far they rise, for 
instance, above an unmarried female 
like Mary Bartelme, of Chicago, 
the public guardian for Cook Coun- 
ty, Illinois, and the first woman 
judge for girl delinquents! Called 
‘The Mother of Ten Thousand Child- 
ren’’ and having under her charge 
never less than four hundred ata 
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builders, ‘‘There is one organiza- 
tion of voters—the Civic Center— 
numbering over a thousand public- 
spirited women, who will measure 
up your new tenements and see 
whether you violate the law.’’ 
Every city needs a watching com- 
mittee to compel the enforcement 
of laws much more than a commit- 
tee to secure new laws, and women, 
with their greater leisure, will 
make admirable watchers as soon 
as they are invested with power to 
act. 
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It is often asked why the suf- 
fragists will not consent to the sub- 
mission of the question to a vote of 











time, how can she hope, for ex- 
ample, to understand the needs of 
children as her married sister 
would? No, matrimony is the only edu- 
eator and maternity the only service 
worth mentioning, and so let us hand 
political premiums only to those who 
have properly qualified. 


Glasses 
«s/JOW BRIGHT the women look!’’ 
she said. 
“‘How good they are ani true! 
They’ve bettered church and home and 
schools. 
Why not the great state, too? 
Give them the vote.’’ A sage came by 
and answered her at last, 
“You note them through your suffrage 
specs that yellow glamours cast.’’ 


“How stupid is the female sex!’’ 
Another voice spoke low. 

“They always lag behind the men. 
They’re silly, sly and slow. 

Keep them at home.”’ The sage replied, 

in accents sad, ‘‘ Alas! 
Dear anti, look! Your lorgnette’s made 
of dreary old smoked glass.”’ 





USING THE BACK WAY 


The Antics of the Anti Cat 


By ELINOR ByRwns, Chairman Press Bureau, National American 
Woman Suffrage Association 


THE ANTI cannot go to the Capitol 

herself, because it is no place fora 
lady; but she lets her favorite cat—Indi- 
rect Influence—go. The cat cannot go 
by the front door, because he might be 
taken for a lobbyist; but he is not afraid 
of underground routes, and he knows the 
soot will soon rub off. Once inside, the 
cat will be so ingratiating the legislators 
will enjoy petting him and playing with 
him. Everything will be very pleasant, 
unless the legislators fail to do what the 
Anti and the cat want done. Then little 
I. I. will be quite capable of howling and 
scratching until he gets his way. Would 
it not be better if the Anti went herself 
to the Capitol? It would seem so; but, 
then, she would have to be responsible 
for what she did, and Antis, you know, 
like power without responsibility. 


women. Because it would require 

just as much money and effort to 

make a campaign of that kind as 
one among male voters, and, after it was 
finished, the results would not be binding, 
but all would have to be done over again, 
as only qualified electors can change a 
State constitution. Such a proposal is a 
mere subterfuge, and it failed ignomini- 
ously in every Legislature where it was 
introduced this year. 


The New York suffragists are selling 
soap to raise money. Is that symbolical 
of a general cleaning up when women get 
the vote? 


Miss Julia Lathrop, head of the Na- 
tional Children’s Bureau, says, ‘‘The anti- 
suffragists are like the hypnotized chick- 
ens which balk at a chalk line when there 
is nothing beyond.’’ Yes; and after the 
ballot is actually given to women, they 
are just like those same chickens when 
some corn is dropped the other side of 
the chalk line. 
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A Poor Attorney 


Mutter—Wie, der Lehrer hat dich bestrast, obgleich 
Papa wegen der Sache mit ihm Riicksprache genom- 
men hat? 

Sohnchen—Ach, wenn mann von Papa verteidigt 
wird, 


Mother—What! The teacher punished 
you, even after papa has had a talk with 
him? 

Son—Oh, when one is defended by 
papa !—Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich). 
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So Selfish 
**You know, my dear, men are quite 
impossible. If I accept Jack’s proposal, 
he will expect me to marry him; and if 
I refuse it, he will expect to be allowed 
to marry some one else.’’—Bystander 
(London). 


Special Request 
**Please, teacher, mother says can A!- 
bert David sit by ’isself this mornin’, 
’cos ’e’s got a touch o’ the measles?’’— 
Punch (London). 








Forgetful 


Heute sind wir vier Wochen verheiratet. Ich 
wundere mich, Eduard, dass du gar nicht neugierig 
bist, was du mir dazu schenkst!" 


‘*To-day it is four weeks since we are 
married. I am surprised, Edward, that 
you are not anxious to know what pres- 
ent to make me on such an occasion!’’— 
Uik (Berlin). 





Hints to Climbers: How To Attract Notice 

Invent (if possible) a sillier and more 
undignified dance than has ever been 
danced before.— Punch (London). 














The Only New Thing 
“ Ach, Frau Meyer, wie geht es Ehnen? 
eine Ewigkeit her, seitdem ich Sie gesehen! 
gibt es denn Neues bei Ehnen?”’ 
“*Nichts Besonderes—nur meinen Mann” 


**Oh, Mrs. Meyer, how do you do? It’s 
an age since I’ve seen you! Anything 
new with you?’’ 

‘‘Only my husband.’’—Fliegende Blaet- 
ter (Munich). 


Es ist ja 
Was 








OTHER LANDS 

















Too Much Scotch 


Mrs. McTavish (enticingly) — Come 
awa’ over tae this side, Donal’, an’ get 
tae yer bed. 

Donal’—I’ll dae nothin o’ the kind, 
It’s takin’ me all ma time tae stay whaur 
I am.—Sketch (London). 


An Unkind Cut 
Artist—I paint only for pleasure. 
Fair critic—And only for your own, I 
presume.—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 
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Forbidden Fruits 


“Nicht wahr, Heinrich, wenn wir verheiratet sind, 
nehmen wir uns eine Wohnung mit sehr grossen 
Zimmern?’ 

““Wozu denn?” 

“Zum Schiebetanz!” 

‘*When we are married, we are going 
to take a house with very large rooms, 
aren’t we, Henry?’’ 

**For what purpose?’’ 

**So that we can do the glide dances.” 
—Jugend (Munich). 
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The Newspaper Man 


By JANE BELFIELD 
OU KNOW, I went to town last week 
to see Joe an’ Sallie. Sallie’s my 
own sister—though you'd never think it 
_she’s grown that cityfied! 

Well, there’s a heap of queer things 
they do in cities; but the queerest thing 
[ever heard tell of is what they call a 
bureau of information, that’s run by a 
newspaper man. If folks in town want 
to know anything, from roasting a chicken 
to the time ships come in, the baseball 
score or who’s elected, they just lift off 
the telephone hook an’ call a number— 
an’ Solomon ain’t in it with that man at 
t’other end! 

The things he knows about! An’ a 
manatthat! Well, Isay! It ain’t for 
me to judge! 

But the very first night I was there 
happened to be John’s birthday. John’s 
the youngest of Sal’s five boys—an’ she 
has more to remember than most—an’ so 
poor Sallie had clean forgot the date. 
Well, it come bedtime, an’ we was all 
gettin’ round the home light, when John 
—he up an’ says, ‘‘Well, good-night, 
mother! I think I’ll go to bed now. By 
the way, it is my birthday!’’ he says. 

Well, of course, Sallie did feel plumb 
sorry she’d forgot, an’ she ’lows she’|l do 
better next year; an’ then she falls to 
talkin’ about what a good son John’d al- 
ways been, an’ how much store she set 
by him; an’ then they all falls to talkin’ 
about mothers an’ children, an’ Sal says 
how natural it is that all creatures are 
born lookin’ to their mothers an’ how the 
young of everything takes to the mothers 
of everything. 

“But there’s one thing I’ve always 
wondered about,’’ she goes on, ‘‘an’ that 
is, do baby elephants nurse; an’, if they 
do nurse, how do they take it?’’ she says. 
“Through their trunks or how?’’ 

Then John, who is in the age of know- 
it-all, he up an’ says, ‘‘Oh, no, mother! 
Baby elephants don’t nurse at all!’’ he 
says. ‘‘They are put out to eat grass as 
soon as they are born!’’ he says. But 
Joe—that’s Sallie’s husband—he allows 
that baby elephants take water through 
their trunks, for he seen them do it at 
the zoo; but he can’t say for certain 
about the nursin’ part. An’ then our Sal 
—she bounces off her chair an’ she says, 
“I'll ask the newspaper man who runs 
the bureau of information!’’ 

Of course they all hollers at that; for 
what could a man—even that man—know 
about such things? ‘‘You’d never do it!’’ 
says Joe; an’ ‘‘I dare you!’’ says John. 

That settles it, as I, who knowed Sallie 
from a baby, knowed it would! So she 
goes to the telephone—me a-settin’ by so 
close I could hear every word—an’ she 
calls the number; an’ a man says, deep 
an’ solemn an’ short an’ quick, ‘‘Hello!’’ 
he says. 

“Why,’’ Sal begins, in her sweetest 
an’ most deceitful voice, ‘‘I am a lady 





( 








\ \From the Crowd 





\ \ 








\\ 


\ to the Hatd White 
of the New Jersey 


To the Famous “Forty” stretches 

\ of smooth sand and restless 
\ \ sea—the finest Bathing 
\ Beaches in the world. — 
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. The splendW fatilities and the excellent train + 
service\of | the Pennsylvania System, 
bring these wonderful resorts within easy 
reach of Wij parts of inland America. 

any Pennsylvania Railroad 
agent for time tables of 
convenient train ser- 
vice, and rates of fare. 
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A Modern Twentieth Century Hotel 


HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway at 3ist and 32d Streets, New York City 


OR convenience of location—one block from Pennsylvania Station, within six 
minutes of new Grand Central Terminal, convenient to the 32d Street Station 
of the Hudson River Tubes (just across the street), also to the new Shopping 

district and Theatres 

For excellence of cuisine and efficient yet unobtrusive service 

For refined, comfortable and luxurious surroundings : 

For its atmosphere of hospitality and the desire of its management to cater to the comfort of its guests 
In short — For a hotel charging moderate rates, yet offering the utmost in service and comfort, Hotel 


Imperial cannot be excelled. 


RATES: Rooms with use of bath, $2.00 and up. 
ROBERT STAFFORD, Proprietor 


Rooms with connecting private bath, $2.50 and up 
COPELAND TOWNSEND, Manager 











In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 














——— A SPRING CHICKEN 





A SPRING CHICKEN 
By James Montgomery Flagg 
In Color, 9x 12. Double Mounted on Heavy White Mat, 11 x l4 


Twenty-five Cents 


‘A Spring Chicken 
We Simply Can’t Help Crowing About Her 


The above illustration gives you an idea of how nice she is, but the colored picture is a perfect 
peach. Just figure it out in your own mind—a red bathing cap, dark blue and white bathing 
suit, peaches and cream complexion, black eyes and hair—well, taken all in all, she’s a very 
attractive piece of femininity. Do you think you’d take a second look if you met her on the 
beach? You no doubt would. MHere’s a chance for you. 


For 25 Cents 


We will send you this picture in full color, mounted for framing—just the thing for your den 
and you'll not find a more attractive picture for your bungalow. We have printed up a good 
supply, but the orders are coming in so rapidly that the first issue is already more than half 
gone. If you send your order at once, we will fill it the same day. If you delay sending for a 
copy, you may be disappointed. Order NOW before you forget it. 





\c) LESLIE-JUDGE co 





| 


vines COUPON “; The Judge Art Print Catalog, containing 62 repro- | 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO. : ductions in miniature, beautifully printed in sepia 
295 Fifth Avenue. New York on India tint paper, will be sent to you for 10c. It 
shows many pictures which will appeal to you. 


Enclosed find 3 25*$ for which please send me 
Unctiosed find ) 35¢ ¢ or which please send me “wa THE ATTACHED COUPON 1S 
{ A’ Spring Chicken. FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE 


) A Spring Chicken and Catalog. Enclose stamps, money order or currency. 


0 Ear ee ee | Leslie- Judge Co. 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 


NS 055s diindceasabenwesidsabaueiuadanenpenadeeunenin ; 





In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


livin’ in the suburbs, an’ we are hayigr 
a little discussion at home this evenjp 
an’ I want to refer the question to yoy * 
she says. ‘‘Do baby elephants nurse op 
do they eat grass right away?”’’ she Says, 

An’, land sakes! you just oughter heart 
the choking sound in that telephone! Ty 
man t’other end gives a gulp I could hea 
myself, an’ he catches at his breath, ay 
he says, ‘‘ You have one on me, madam! 
he says. ‘‘But wait a minute.’”’ 

An’ then Sal keeps her ear to th 
"phone, an’ she hears him call to t’othe 
men where he was settin’, ‘‘Here’s, 
woman who wants to know if baby ele 
phants nurse!’’ An’ then she hears then 
all roar at t’other end, an’ one of ’en § 
answers back, ‘‘You’re just kiddin!” 
An’ that one takes the hook off, an’ hy 
says, deep an’ solemn an’ short an’ quick, 
**Hello!’”’ he says. 

An’ then our Sal gets mad, an’ gh 
don’t care what she says nor who to, 
**I’m just waitin’ to get an answer to my 
question !’’ she snaps. 

‘*What is the question, madam?” he 
asks; an’ she says, desperate-like this 
time, ‘‘Do baby elephants nurse; an’, if 
they do, do they take it through their 
trunks, or how do -they take it?’’ An’ 
then this man rattles in his throat, an’ 
then he says, ‘‘ Wait a minute.”’ 

An’ Sal waits five minutes, an’ there 
is an awful silence in that telephone, an’ 
Joe an’ the boys is all havin’ convulsions 
on the floor, an’ I am a-settin’ by the 
mouthpiece blushin’ for her. An’ then 
that man says from t’other end, “Yes, 
madam, baby elephants do nurse,” he 
says, ‘‘an’ they take it with their 
trunks!’’ he says. 

Our Sal ‘lows he must ’a’ called » 
the zoo. 


































































Paradoxical 
Speech differentiates the man and brute— 
I hold this as a truth, beyond dispute; 
And yet how very frequently, alas! 
Speech merely serves to prove a man an 
ass! 


High Finance 


A man sent his neighbor’s little boy to 
the drug store to buy five postage stamps 
He handed him two dimes, the extra one 
being for himself. Some time afterwart 
the boy came back blubbering and said he 
had lost one of the dimes. 

‘“‘But why didn’t you buy me the 
stamps?’’ asked the man. 

‘*Because, mister,’’ replied the boy, 
‘‘it was your dime I lost.’’ 


Another on Her 
Grocer—Wouldn’t you like some horse 
radish? 
Mrs. Newlywed—Mercy, no! We don't 
keep a horse! 


Evidence 


‘*‘What makes you think he is a foreign 
nobleman ?’’ 
‘‘I overheard him say he owed every 
thing to his wife.’’ 
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mere y and NOW 


1 Things have changed. The 


old stage coach has given place 
to the automobile. There are thousands 
of roadside taverns where there were 
htndreds before. Yet all of them and the 
palatial city hotels find 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 Years” 
as popular as it was a century ago. 
Honestly made from the best Penn- 
sylvania Rye and pure mountain 


water. Aged in charred 








oT 





Pears’ Soap has never 


offered premiums to in- 
duce sales. It is, in itself, 


a prize for the complexion. 


Established in 1789. 











1,000 Island House 


ALEXANDRIA BAY 
Jefferson County New York 


IN THE HEART OF THE 
THOUSAND ISLANDS 





N the most enchanting spot in all America, 
] where nature's charms are rarest, all the 
delights of modern civilization are added 
in the 1,000 Island House. No hotel of the 
Metropolis provides greater living facilities or 
such luxurious comfort-- real HOME comfort 
—as does this palatial Summer retreat. An 
amusement for every hour, or quiet, complete 
rest, is the choice of every guest. 


All Drinking Water Used 
in the House is Filtered 


Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet. 


0.G. STAPLES, Proprietor 


WILLIAM H. WARBURTON, Mgr. 

















With Tte College Wits 
Such Is Life 


Stude, 
Crude. 


Skirt, 
Flirt. 





Roses, 
Proposes. 


Rejection, 
Dejection. 


Heartstrong, 
Headstrong. 


Roses, 
Proposes. 


Wins, 
Twins, 
—Cornell Widow. 
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—— 
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“Oh, George! You Stop!’’ 
—California Pelican. 





Definitions 

Man—An object of pity. 

Sophomore—A distressing malady, con- 
tracted in infancy and attended by grow- 
ing pains in the knees, head and other 
joints of the body. 

Freshman—A cause of apology; a per- 
son of distrust; one who takes the back 
steps. See Tradesman. Also, a handy 
article in large houses, 

Senior—A state of mind. A dreadful 
spectacle. The accumulation of years. 

Co-ed— A human being, sometimes 
wrongfully suspected of having heavenly 
origin. One who has an object in life. 
See Marriage. 

Prof.—An abbreviation derived from a 
word of doubtful meaning. 

Friend—A common saying. 

Bills—Practical reminders of pleasant 
times. 

Campus — Derived from the Latin, 
meaning tocamp. An auto speedway. 

Promise—A handy way of escape. The 
golden carrot hung before the donkey.— 
California Pelican. 


She Did Not Scare Him Off—Jealous one 
—So you screamed when Jack tried to 
kiss you? 

Other one—I did nothing of the kind! 

Jealous one—But I heard you. 

Other one—Oh, that was not until after 
he had kissed me.—ZJllinois Siren. 








Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott’s Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 


25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. e 
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7 Prevented—Stopped 


OTHERSILL’S, after thorough tests, is now officially 
M adopted by practically all the Great Lakes and New 
York Steamship Companies running south, and 

many Transatlantic Lines. 

Four years ago Mr. Mothersill gave a personal demonstra- 
tion of his remedy on the English Channel, Irish Sea and the 
Baltic, and received unqualified endorsement from leading 
papers and such people as Bishop Taylor Smith, Lord 
Northcliff, and hosts of doctors, bankers and professional 
men. Letters from personages of international renown— 

people we all know—together with much valuable information, 
| are contained in an attractive booklet, which will be sent free 
| upon receipt of your name and address. 
Mothersill’s is guaranteed not to contain cocaine, morphine 
opium, chloral, or any coal-tar products. 50 cent box is suf- 
| ficient for twenty-four hours. $1.00 box for a Transatlantic 
| voyage. Your druggist keeps Mothersill’s or will obtain it for 
| you from his wholesaler. If you have any trouble getting the 

genuine, send direct to the Mothersill Remedy Co., 404 Henry 

Smith Bldg., Detroit, Mich. Also at 19 St. Bride’ Street, 
| London; Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan, Hamburg. 

















The Man who put the 
EEs in FEET 


Look for This Trade-Mark 
Picture on the Label 
when buying 


ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE 


The Antiseptic Powder to be shaken into the 
shoes for Tender, Aching, Swollen Feet. The 
| standard remedy for the feet for a Quarter 





| Trade- Mark. 


Century. 30,000 testimonials. Sold everywhere, 
| 925c. Sample FREE. Address, 
ALLEN S. OLMSTED, Le Roy, N. Y. 


“HOTEL 
EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway | 
| 








NEW YORK 
EUROPEAN PLAN 


| QA Step from Broadway. 
| @ Absolutely Fireproof. 
@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 
@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 
one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50.. Why | 
pay more when our service is equalled only | 


by the best? 
SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 


coat = 


E. W. WARFIELD, 
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Just Out! 


“Inlay Enamel” Monograms 


The latest idea 
in watch cases. 
Superbly beauti- 
ful. Your own 
monogram in 
handsome enam- 
el design, (many 
colors to choose 
from) inlaid in 
the superb gold 
strata case. The 
newest thing — 
just conceived 
and offered di- 
rect to you. 








|Our Special Offer 


You may get the superb Burlington Special 
at the rock-bottom price—the same price that 
even the WHOLESALE jeweler must pay. You 
may secure one of these superb timepieces—a 
watch of the very latest model, the popular new, 
thin design, adjusted to the second, positions, 
temperature and isochronism—19 jewels—at the 
rock-bottom price — same price even the 
wholesaler must pay . 
Your Choice of Scores of Cases 
Open face or hunting cases, ladies’ or men's 
sizes. These can be in the newest ideas: 
Block and Ribbon M. rams, Diamond Set, 
odge, French Art and Dragon Designs, Inlay 
Enamel Monograms. 
$2 a Month at the Rock-Bottom Price } 
° $2.50 a month for this superb timepiece! 
The easiest payments at rock-bottom price. To ff 
assure us that everybody will quickly accept this 
introductory direct offer, we allow cash or easy 
payments, as you prefer. 
We ship the watch 
| Sent on Approval We ship the wate® 
Sueeeaere You risk nothing — absolutely 
@ nothing—you pay nothing—not 


one cent, unless you want the 
@ offer after seeing and thor- 


@ oughly inspecting the 
Book Coupon @ “watch. 


+ - 

Burlington % Write for FREE Catalog 
Watch Company % Send for the free book. It will 
19th St. and Marshal! Bivd. tell the inside facts about wate v 

yrices, d explains the many 
Dept. 247 CHICAGO % Sapester pointe of the —— 
Please send me, without ob- _ Con ovee Countio-yrtens “ “ 
ligation and prepaid, yourfree @ ucts. Just send the free 
7 coupon NOW. 


pok on watches, including 
“e Burlington Watch 











your enamel monogram cases, 
with full explanation of your 








cash or $2.50 a month offer on the 
ww iowel, thin model Burlington *, Company 
*% SO, Sweet and 
En * B — 
Address....... ccccccccccccscanccocococcosesecoseoeess % Dept. 247Y 
@ CHICAGO 
a . , 
IF YOU ARE A “PROGRESSIVE” YOU'LL 
own and wear the emblem of progress—a genu- 


ine diamond. Big bargains on credit at Loftis| 
Bros. & Co., Diamond Merchants, Dept. No. 
B-874, Chicago, Ill. Send for catalog. 


Pe Oe 08 20 0/8. e Ser elele (se @.e sig 


Illustrators Wanted 
There is great demand for illus- fa 
tratorsat $5 to 8200 @ week. Learn to 

raw. Our practical s)stemor indi 
vidual instruction will develop your 
talent. Write for Catalog C. Interna- 
tional School of Drawing, Wash. D.C. 


* 0 0 0: 0' ele oe! elelelerleseie 0.e.0 & 


A GENTLE HINT: “SHE’S AN UP-TO- 
date girl.”” ‘“‘How’s that?’ “She wears a dia- 
mond engagement ring from Loftis Bros. & Co., 
the Credit House, Dept. No. B-874, Chicago, 
Ill.”” Send for jewelry catalog. . j 






















Stories ‘with Smiles 


Wasted Apology—The professor of phi- 
losophy, absentminded and full of en- 
thusiasm, came into the sitting-room. 

‘‘What a beautiful woman Mrs. Ray- 
mond is!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘I have just 
had such a pleasant talk with her in the 
book store.”’ 

His wife looked up from her sewing. 

‘‘John,’’ she exclaimed, ‘‘where is your 
collar?’’ 

The professor of philosophy put his 
hand to his throat. ‘I must have left it 
at the barber shop. Yes, that’s it. I 
went to the barber shop, then to the book 
store. Why,’’ he ended lamely, ‘‘Mrs. 
Raymond wovld think it very careless of 
me to appear in public without my col- 
lar, wouldn’t she?’’ 

‘“‘Rather,’’ said his wife. ‘‘Perhaps 
you had better call her up and tell her 
just how it happened.’’ 

‘*Exactly,’’ said the professor. 

The professor went to his telephone. 

‘*Hello, Central, hello! Hello! Is 
this Mrs. Raymond? Yes? Well, really, 
it was very stupid of me, Mrs. Raymond; 
but, you know, I had been thinking of 
something very important, and I quite 
forgot to put on my collar. I—oh!—ah! 
—good-by !’’ 

The professor suddenly hung up the re- 
ceiver. He gave utterance to a mild ex- 
clamation. 

‘‘John!’’ exclaimed his wife. 

‘*She says she hasn’t been out of the 
house to-day,’’ groaned the professor.— 
Philadelphia Ledger. 


Young, but Discreet—A certain man, 
who lives in a suburban town in north 
Jersey, is no beauty. He is not only long 
and angular, but has a face and com- 
plexion that neither pale blue, sky yellow 
nor any other color in dress effect will 
attune to. 

One day the aforesaid party called to 
see an acquaintance, and, while waiting 
for him to appear in the parlor, was en- 
tertained by the little eight-year-old son. 

‘*Well, what do you think of me?’’ 
asked the caller, after conversing several 
minutes. 

Instead of replying, the boy turned 
aside and thoughtfully hung his head. 

**You haven’t answered me,’’ smilingly 
persisted the caller. ‘‘Aren’t you going 
to tell me what you think of me?’’ 

‘“*No, sir,’’ returned the youngster. 
**‘Do you suppose that I want to get a 
licking?’’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


Speeding Him—Mr. Weerius was mak- 
ing a call. ‘‘I never take any chances 
with holdup men,’’ he remarked, looking 
at his watch to fill up a pause in the con- 
versation. ‘‘When I am likely to be out 
late at night, I always carry my dollar 
watch.”’ 

‘*Why, there’s no danger this time, is 
there?’’ smiled his hostess. ‘‘It’s only 
nine o’clock, and it certainly won’t take 
you more than half an hour to get home.”’ 
—Chicago Tribune. 
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ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 
"Tiare he Serf, Sings You to Slesp® 


Right at Chelsea’s Fashionable Bathing Beach. Here 
you find rest in abundance. The ocean rolls and surges 
right up to—and under the hotel piazza, its music js 
grand and soothing. Distinctly, the Ostend has the 
finest location on the Beach. Within easy walking 
distance and roller chair ride to the center of life and 
gaiety for which Atlantic City is famous. 


The Hotel is equipped with everything necessary for 
human comfort and caters to the best patronage. 


All baths, private and public, have hot and cold run. 
ning, fresh and sea water. When the temperature js 
highest and cities hot and grimy the Ostend is the cool. 
est and most comfortable hotel in Atlantic City. Rooms 
large, airy, and 95 per cent. of them overlook the ocean, 
Special rates to single men. 





| Rates are reasonable 
Write for booklet and reservation 


DAVID P. RAHTER, Proprietor and Manager 
HOTEL OSTEND, ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 














Away from the beaten track. 
Come to the Adirondacks.~ 


a AKE 
The Delaware & Hudson 
Gateway to a Summer Paradise. 
TE, 
y 3% ~company—ora combination of both. 
Give these beautiful mountains a 


chance to rest you—to invigorate you—to build 
you up again. 

Hundreds of places to stay—charges to suit 
| every inclination—all described in detail in one 
of the most practical books a summer tourist 
could possibly have. It is called **A Summer 
Paradise.”’ Send six cents postage and a copy 
will be mailed to you. 

A. A. HEARD, G. P. A., Albany, N. Y. 
N. Y. City Information Bureau, 1354 B’ way 


Breathe the tonic air—air fra- 
grant of spruce and balsam. Seek 
seclusion if you wish, or congenial 














IT WAS NOT HIS PERSONALITY THAT 
| won the best girl in town, but the handsome 
| diamond ring he bought on credit at Loftis Bros. 
|& Co., Diamond Merchants and Jewelers, Dept. 
No. B-874, Chicago, Ill. Send for catalog 


press Cutting Bureau 
willsend you all newspaper clippings 
| which may appear about you, your 


friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 
to date.”” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms. 
$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
| Avenue, New York. 


“MY WIFE AND I HAVE PARTED.” 

“That’s easily fixed. Send her a diamond 
ring or La Valliere from Loftis Bros. & Co., the 
Diamond Credit House, Dept. No. B-874, Chicago, 
j Hil. Send for catalog. ; 
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Quite Obvious—‘‘My dear,”’ said Mrs. 

Snaggs to her husband, ‘‘what Is a ca- 
9” 

roan you know what a canard is?’’ 
queried Snaggs rather sneeringly. “Why, 
the word itself conveys its own meaning! 

“Does it? Well, really, I can’t see it. 
What does it mean, dear?’’ 

“Why, a canard is something one ca- 
nardly believe, of course!’’ 

“Oh, to be sure! Why couldn’t I think 
of that?” —Savannah News. 


No Brutality for Him—*‘Prize fighting 
is a dangerous game!’ 

“Seems so.’” 

“T would rather see my son dead than 
to see him indulging in such a sport.’’ 

“Let’s see—didn’t your son get both 
legs broken and his spine dislocated last 
year?” 

“That was at football. I hope you do 
not think 1 would permit him to engage 
in a prize fight.’’—Houston Post. 


A Serious Error—‘‘ You’ve made a mis- 
take in your paper,’’ said the indignant 
man, entering the editorial sanctum. ‘‘I 
was one of the competitors at the athletic 
match yesterday, and you have called me 
the well-known lightweight champion.’”’ 

“Well, aren’t you?’’ said the editor. 

“No, I’m nothing of the kind; and it’s 
confoundedly awkward, because, you see, 
I’macoal merchant.’’—Cleveland Leader. 


Too Honest—‘‘Sir,’’ said the office boy 
to his employer, ‘‘as you know very well 
that my family is in perfect health, I 
ask you to let me off this afternoon to go 
to the ball game.’’ 

“Young man,’’ replied the boss, ‘‘you 
are entirely too honest. I have my sus- 
picions of you. You are fired.’’—Port- 
land Express. 


Proceedings Discontinued—‘‘Your hus- 
band is willing to allow you the custody 
of the automobile, the poodle and the 
rubber plant, while he takes the children 
and the graphophone.”’ 

“Stop the divorce,’’ sobbed the wife. 
“T'll never get another husband like 
that.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 


A Humanitarian Shocked—‘‘Doesn’t it 
humiliate you to have to go through life 
this way?’’ asked the sympathetic woman 
as she purchased a photograph. 

“Yes, ma’am,’’ replied the Bearded 
Lady. “If it wasn’t for the wife and 
kids, I’d throw up the job to-day.””— 
Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Retaliation — Father — You 
sense ! 
million! 
_ Son—If you do, I’ll disgrace the fam- 
ily by riding around in a secondhand auto. 
—New York Globe. 


have no 
I’m going to cut you off witha 
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Taste or Odor 


. That offensive taste and odor in some beers is easily avoided. 





Light starts decay even in pure beer. Dark glass gives the 


best protection against light. 
**While beer quickly deteriorates when it is exposed to direct sun- 
light, such deterioration, although greatly retarded, will event- 


ually take place in diffused light.* ** Beer exposed to the rays of 
the sun will very quickly acquire the so-called ‘skunk taste’.’’ 


Extract from Proceedings of the Second International Brewers* Congress 
held in Chicago October 19-21, 1911. Vol. 1, page 300. 


We have adopted every invention, every idea that could 
make for purity. 


The Brown Bottle is only another step in Schlitz progress. 


Our beer was first brewed in a hut. Today our agencies 
dot the earth. Our output exceeds a million barrels a year. 


More and more people every year are drinking Schlitz. 
Why don’t you? 


: , he Beer 
That Made Milwaukee Famous: 








y 





See that crown or 
cork is branded 
** Schlitz.” 





] 
33-M 
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al HOTEL ALBERT 


—the engagement ring, I mean. Loftis Bros. & 
Co., the Diamond-on-Credit House, did the trick 

11TE STREET AND UNIVERSITY PLACE 
One Block West of Broadway 


| by giving me credit, Dept. No. B-874, Chicago, 
NEW YORK CITY 


Ill. Send for catalog. 
Close to Wholesale and Retail Dry Goods 
Districts, Railroad and Steamship Lines 


FOR g@ MEN F BRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST~~ 


IF YOUR BEST GIRL IS GETTING TIRED 
of you and prefers the other fellow, try the 
|charm of a diamond ring from Loftis Bros. & 
Co., Dept. No. B-874, Chicago, Ill. Send for 
free catalog, and open a charge account. 





RATES $1.00 PER DAY UP 


Excellent Restaurant and Cafe 
Moderate Prices 








MODERN ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 


300 Rooms (200 with Bath) 


Send for free illustrated Guide and Map of New York City 
















STARTS YOU 
IN BUSINESS 







This is for you— 
man or woman, young 
or old. This is your chance 
A — ay 

‘or yourse!f wit Pie 
only $12.00 
that will net you & 
easily $50.00 
8 week. 

ig money 
selling one 
minute post 
ecard photo- 
$° aphe. 

verybod 
bare , +t ° 
rofit. for you on each 
fale. NOT ONE BIT 
OF EX PERIENCE 
NEEDED to make a success at once with our 


e Minute Camera 


The biggest money-getter of today. Takes, 
finishes — delivers post card photos in one min- 
ute. Not a tintype camera. Takes pictures 
direct on paper t cards, The pictures are 
finished right within the camera without a dark 
room and without plates or filma, This One 
Minute Camera makes pictures on 2% x 344 inch 
post cards and on one inch photo buttons, akes 
groups also. Picnics, fairs, conventions, parks, 
street corners, country towns, and large cities— 
all regular gold-mines or the One-Minute Man. 


Complete Outfit $12.00 


This starts you in business. Outfit includes 
One Minute Camera, tripod, and everything to 
make 50 completely finished pictures. Small cost 
of additional enppiies your only expense. Order 
your outfit teday—or write at once for com- 
plete, free information. 


THE ONE MINUTE CAMERA COMPANY 
Dept. 233, 568 S. Clark St., Chicago, im. 































































FOR YOu! 


Yes, $60 ay, eek, easy for 
you—and besides a free 
swell suit and overcoat 
made , measure— 

and a complete FREE O /T—the most 
ergccesiy megniioent ever devised, 
e want a few more good, live agents 
to represent us in exclusive territory, 
No red tape—no delay—we send at 


once, express pr id, ur come 
plete outfit absolutely cE. 
Outfits Cost Us $76,000 


Magnificent “Boek of Gold” — 

Masterpiece Edition—shows 96 
different and distinctive styles and 
utiful samples. 

No matter what you 
are now doing—how 
much money you are 
making a ey owe it 
to yourself to get our 
ms sensationa ie. 
Costs you only a one cent postal— 
they cost us $76,000! 


No Money, No Experience 
We start you in business on our 
capital—furnish you a swell new 
suit and overcoat—made to your 
measure, y, then, for 
you to take orders, for others will 
want clothes like yours. You un- 
dersell all competition—save custo- 
mers $5 to $20 on a.suit—better material and sweller 
les. We furnish poy selling helps—free sents 

lo n’t 


wait. Write nd 

your big pw Be 

GREAT CENTRAL TAILORING CO. 
Dept. 344 Chicago, IIL 


































A Happy Marriage 


Depends largely on a knowl- 
edge of the whole truth about 
self and sex and their relation to 
lifeand health. This knowledge 
does not come intelligently of it- 
self, nor correctly from ordi- 
nary everyday sources. 


SEXOLOGY 


(illustrated) 
By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D., imparts in a clear whole- 
some way, in one volume: 
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
snowtenne @ Father Should Impart to His Son. 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 
All in One Volume. Illustrated, $2 postpaid 


Write for “Other People’s Opinions,’ and Table of Contents 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Bldg. Phila., Pa. 




















Anecdotal Humor 


Stung by the Picnic Bug—Cleo C. Hardy 
tunes up his lyre and offers the following 
contribution as his credentials as the poet 
laureate of the picnic season: 

Fill up the lunch box, mother, fix up a 
spread that’s gay, and we’) take the kids 
and our oldest lids—then, ho, for a care- 
free day! For this is the picnic season, 
and I long in the woods to cine, where 
the skies are blue and the forks are few 
—yes, a picnic lunch for mine! Oh, I’ll 
never knock on the fishing, though I get 
not a measly bite, and I won’t complain 
of the sunburn’s pain, for it’s fine for 
the appetite! Of course there will be 
mosquitoes, and the pie may attract the 
ants; the pepper you eat on your scram- 
bled meat may be dirt—it’s an even 
chance. But what if the jelly does get 
spilled all over the pickled tongue? It’s 
great to be in the wildwood free—it’s the 
way to feel gay and young. So fill up the 
lunch box, mother, with olives and eggs 
and ham—for the picnic bee has stung 
me. Am I going? You bet I am!— 
Kansas City Journal. 


Hard Blow by a Quaker—Bishop Chand- 
ler, of Atlanta, apropos of worldly par- 
sons, said the other day, 

‘“‘There was a worldly parson of this 
type in Philadelphia—a great fox hunter 

whom a Spruce Street Quaker took in 
hand. 

‘**Friend,’ said the Quaker, ‘I under- 
stand thee’s clever at fox catching.’ 

***T have few equals and no superiors 
at that sport,’ the parson complacently 
replied. 

***Nevertheless, friend,’ said the 
Quaker, ‘if I were a fox, I would hide 
where thee would never find me.’ 

‘**Where would you hide?’ asked the 
parson, with a frown. 

‘**Priend,’ said the Quaker, ‘I would 
hide in thy study.’’’—St. Louis Globe- 
Democrat. 


The Attraction—Advertising is such an 
art, says a publicity expert in the Wash- 
ington Star, that many people actually 
buy periodicals as much for the adver- 
tisements as for the reading matter. 

‘*I sat in an editor’s office the other 
day when a poet entered. 

***Glad to see you’ve accepted that 
sonnet of mine,’ the poet said, feverishly 
pushing back his long hair. ‘I hope it 
will be widely read.’ 

** *Tt’s sure to be,’ said theeditor. ‘It’s 
sure to be. I’ve placed it next to one of 
our most striking ads.’ ”’ 


Cause for Anger—Mr. Wilkins was near 
the exploding point when his neighbor 
met him on the street. 

‘‘That man Tompkins,’’ he burst out, 
‘*has more nerve than any one I ever 
met!’’ 

‘*Why?”’ asked his neighbor curiously. 

‘*He came over to my house last even- 
ing and borrowed my gun to kill a dog 
that kept him awake nights.”’ 

**Well, what of that?’’ 

‘*Why,’’ shouted Mr. Wilkins, ‘‘it was 
my dog he killed!’’—Ladies’ Home Jour- 


nal, 


Hard To Tell—‘‘There were a lot of old 
shoes on the street when I went out this 
morning.”’ ‘*Wedding or a cat fight, 
do you suppose ?’’—Boston Transcript. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 





Mr. Pipe Smoker 


A fine, rare, old blend of 
Real Tobaccos 


metal packing. 


If not at your dealers, write 
STANDARD TOBACCO COMPANY 
Fayetteville, N. Y. 





The Doctor’s Mixture 


will end your Smoking troubles, 


$2.00 a pound, also $1.00, 50c. and 25c. sixes in 









write a steady seller and share in future 
ind us your poems or melodies 


arrange 
music publish, 

advertise, secure 

copyright in your name aa 

a ou 50 per cent o' 

profite id successful. Past ex- 
perience not pocessary. Hundreds of 
pate wnials from delighted song writers. 
pe caenie, today for subscription to our 
on song writing and examination of your work FREE. 
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We Have Pa ousand. : 
to Amateur Song Weiters ten of pollen 





inal square deal offer, ym 
















“THEY MUST BE VERY HAPpy 
together.”” HE: “‘Why do you think so?” SHR. 
“He gave her a fine diamond ring from Lofy 
Bros. & Co., the Credit House, Dept. No. B-874, 
Chicago, Ill.”? Send for catalog. 











18-20 WEST 25th STREET 
Just off Broadway and Madison Square 
NEW YORK 


shopping and theatrical sections. 
RATES, $1.00 PER DAY UP 


| Rooms—modern in all respects. 


E. W. AUSTIN, Mer. 











| HOTEL ARLINGTON 





| Twelve-story fireproof building—handsomely furnished 
In the centre of the 
Booklet. 





V. A. AUSTIN, Prop. 











Makes quick, easy sales. 
SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW. 


SALESMEN making small towns. Whole-time or S& 
line, should carry our fast-s: lling pecs 
side-line. Special sales plan allowing return of unsold good 
$4.00 commiss on on each orde, 
Write for outfit today, 
CANFIELD MFG. CO., 208 Sigel St,, Chicago, Til. 








comic pictures. 
toonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 
ideas into your head. 
$1.00, postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Mor. 
faction guaranteed. 


returned within 10 days. Address: 


Be An Artist. Make Money Drawing 


Let the world’s famous car- 
spill a few 
Get the Zim Rook— 
it’s chuck full of valuable suggestions. Price . 
Satis- 
Money back if book 











ZIM BOOK, Room No. 1149, Brunswick Bldg., New You 





$10 A DAY EASY 
SuitandOutfit< 


es, men, it’s true—never before a 
chance like this to make big money 
easy! No money—no experience—no 
salesmanship necded—Elk clothes sell 
themselves. Our agents coin bi 


Most wonderful display of fashions 
a * —y— ever gotten out. 
ers Co} 
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The Laugh is on London 


NDER the heading ‘‘A Missouri Aris- 
U tocrat,’’ the Spanish humorist who 
signs himself ‘‘Don Marquis, ’’ in the New 
York Evening Sun, prints the following 
jnteresting letter recently written by 
Homer Croy to apprise the Duke of Croy 
of a probable relationship, of which the 
duke should be proud. The Spanish 
grandee of the Evening Sun is by turns 
complimentary and sarcastic in his some- 
what gratuitous comments on Mr. Croy, 
but is probably a little nettled at the 
possibility that Mr. Croy may yet prove 
himself entitled to move in the same 
plue-blooded circle: 


“Homer Croy, of Missouri, Fourth 
Avenue, Washington Square and inter- 
mediate points, author of ‘Six Years 
Out of College, and Still Broke,’ a gaunt 
young person of our acquaintance who 
will control the publishing business of 


the country if he isn’t lynched, elected‘, 


Vice-President or otherwise suppressed 
during the next few years, has discov- 
ered that he is a relative of a real live 


duke. 

“The following letter from this aris- 
tocrat of the Ozarks tu. the Duke of Croy 
was recently published jn a London paper: 


Your GRacE—It is with pleasure I have read inthe 
papers about the marriage to Miss Nancy Leishman, 
and Iam glad to congratulate you by reason of the 
fat that I share with you the name of Croy. You 
-probably did not know this before, and I am glad to 
be the first to im»art the informatiun to you. It is 
‘such an unusual name that I feel we must be related. 

Ihave never had the pleasure of meeting you, but 
hope toat a time not far distant. 1 p2rticularly want 
to meet you as you are the orily duke to whom I am 
related. I never saw a duke in all my life, but I know 
I should like you. Idon’t know what dukes talk about, 
but if you are interested in baseball I know it would 
not be long until we felt as if we had known each other 
or years. 

, If you bring your wife to America, where she was 
born and brought up, I hope} you will drop in to see 
me. I will borrow a couple of'extra chairs from down 
the hall and we three will hav® a jolly party. I know 
tne duchess will like to meet her new relatives. Is she 
fond of picture shows? If she is, and likes fish and 
animals, we wili have a pleasant time, for our Aquarium 
and the Bronx zoo are the best in America. 

You should do all you can to entertain your new 
bride and give her aninteresting honeymoon. I should 


@ like to show her all the points of interest around New 


York, including Ellis Island and the Jumel Mansion, 
so that in after years the duchess can look back to the 
bridal trip with pleasure and satisfaction. 

It isa distinct pleasure to me to know we bear the 
same name. You will find the American Croys all con- 


* genial, with the best stereoscopes in our homes, that 


money can ouy. 

Does the duchess play? We shall have our organ 
fixed up in case she is musically inclined. Does she 
like to go out in society? I hope so, as we were intend- 
ing to have several of our friends in. However, if 
your wife prefers reading and quiet, she can always 
find “Paradise Lost” and ““Romola” on the center table. 

In return it would be a pleasure for me to call on 
you when I come to Germany. Travel is so broadening 
an@as soon as [ can save money enough for the pass- 
age | shall come to your country. I don’t want you to 
put yourself out, as I hate to feel the responsibility. 
Give me a room on the top floor with running water, 
teli me what time to come downto breakfast and worry 
no more about me. 

Newspaper despatches do not give’your first name. 
They simply call you the Duke of Croy. Will it be all 
right after we get acquainted, if I just call you ‘Duke’? 
I doubt what to wear when we go to'the opera in your 
city. I hate to suggest it, but the night we gocouldn’t 
you arrange for orchestra seats instead of a box? I'm 
afraid my black suit will get all wrinkled up on the 
way over, but if you prefer a box, all right with me. 

Assuring you I’m highly pleased to make your ac- 
quaintance, and trusting you will remember me to 
~ father and mother, I am your friend and well- 
wisher. 


“One advantage of being a member of 
the American nobility is that one is en- 
abled to pick his title. We suggest, if 
Homer Croy has not already been branded, 
that he assume the style and entitlements 
of Grand Dutch Measle of Missouri.” 
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Bring Health 


The strength of all nature is found 
in every kernel of Barley entering in- 
to the brewing of 


Budweiser 


**The Friend of the American Farmer’’ 


The tonic properties of the finest 
Saazer Hops properly blended with 
selected Barley make Budweiser alive 
with health and vigor. 


Bottled only*at the 
home plant in St. Louis 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery 
St. Louis 
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Do you know a little baby just like this? 

It’s jolly little laugh is always sweet to hear. 

The Bugville Book is thé. very thing. for it. Make this 
baby happy’ with a copyo*... ° 

There are over 70 pages of the Adventures 
of the Inhabitants of Bugville—an endless 


source of entertainment. Even grown ups 
will like it. 


We'll send this to you for just 10c. 


JUDGE 


225 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 








In answering advertisements please 


mention JUDGE. It will be appreciate i. 
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BlueRibbon 


The Beer of Quality 















































